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Conference, and spoke very highly of Colonials, especially
Smuts. I said Smuts's first speech on arriving was fine. It
was about aeroplanes. He said that after 21 months' delay,
housing for workpeople at Farnborough was at last being put up.
Weir told me he had established the first regular commercial
air service in the world (he thought) just lately: a daily service
for his own use between London and Paris, 3 hours. 6 machines
employed.
Yacht Club, London, Friday, April zoth.
Yesterday I began to think that the tone of the end of my novel
wouldn't do. So I spent the day, exhausted, partly in dozing
and reading, and i£ hours at barber's, and generally thinking
over the climax, which I ultimately got right. I dined with
Wells at Reform. He had worked all day, and arrived only
at 8.40. We had champagne. We tossed for the bill—he lost.
This is the second time lately he has lost to me.
Yacht Club, London, Tuesday, April 24$.
Great creative week-end.   I wrote over 3,000 words of novel
on Saturday and Sunday.   This novel is to be called "The
Roll Call".
I came to town this morning, and lunched with Webbs.1
Webb told me that Lloyd George, contrary to the usual habit
of Ministers, would not deal with papers. He preferred to be
talked to. Webb said that most Ministers were followed about
by despatch boxes full of papers which they had to approve
and initial. Sometimes hundreds of papers. He said there
were several grades of keys; the highest would open all despatch
boxes. When he was at the Colonial Office he had a second-
grade key, which would open some despatch boxes but not all
He said that Ministers were still unable to get anything done
as LI. G. would not face the labour of deciding and giving
authority. Mrs. Webb, who had just returned from a meeting
of Reconstruction Committee, said that at one meeting recently
at 4 p.m. just before the meeting started, the Marquis of
Salisbury went to the mantelpiece and prayed aloud. She was
talking to somebody else and could not hear what he said, but
he was certainly praying aloud.
Webbs told me that Russian sailors, fleet enclosed in ice, had
1 Rt. Hon. Sidney Webb, now Lord PassfieW.
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